10    FORTY YEARS IN AND OUT OF PARLIAMENT

In 1890 at the age of 14 I went from Hardie's to the famous
school on Harrow HU1.

1890 to 1894 were years of excellent vintage at Harrow.
Welldon, afterwards Bishop of Calcutta and Dean of Durham,
was Headmaster, and amongst the boys were Winston Churchill
and Amery. Neither of those names meant much to us boys, but
our hero was Archie MacLaren, one of the greatest cricketers of all
time. I have however a vivid memory of Winston, who was a
year or two older than I, but who was perpetually stuck in the
lower form of the school. Many years afterwards, at a dinner at
the House of Commons presided over by Stanley Baldwin, Winston
made a characteristic speech about his Harrow days. Baldwin had
said that he had left no special mark and insisted that he had not
distinguished himself at Harrow. "What," said Winston, "Baldwin
did not tell you was that he was in the upper sixth and was second
or third in the school. I did distinguish myself: I was longer
bottom of the lower fourth than any boy in the history of the
school." But I do commend Winston Churchill's own account of
his Harrow days in one of his very best books, Early Days.

Amery, on the contrary, won distinction from his earliest days.
He was head of the school and a distinguished one at that. He has
very little changed through the process of time. Unlike most of
us, his hair has not gone grey, and he is the same stocky little figure
that graced the platform on speech days and said his words in the
same way as he did as Secretary of State for India, standing at
the Box in the House of Commons.

Churchill in bulk and bearing has very much more altered in
appearance, but he has still the same personality I became familiar
with as a small boy. He was very fond of attaching himself to
some junior master, and he could often be seen walking along the
High Street with one, speaking in that familiar raucous voice, no
doubt about the exploits of his father. Except a boy was exceptionally
tall, boys, until they reached the lower fifth, had to wear Etons,
and as far as I can recollect, Winston wore them and had the
appearance of an overgrown schoolboy bulging out of his Eton
jacket. Often when I have sat opposite to him as Prime Minister
and seen him indulge in those characteristic displays of temper and
petulance, I have felt he had little changed and was still the over-
grown schoolboy of his Harrow days. In many of his moods he
has a very boyish face, and I have always felt he has txever completely
grown up. That is one of his charms. There always remains in
him something of the schoolboy. He loves to go abroad wearing
all kinds of uniforms. His spirit of adventure has something of the
schoolboy touch which is most lovable and charming. Life with
him is a great adventure full of fun and excitement. He